Blackout Poetry 


Using the words of others, 
to explore my inner spirit. 


Kathryn Maloney 



Kathryn Maloney, 

self-proclaimed Blackout Poet and Artist, 
has created many Blackout Poetry Journals for those 
looking to find their own creative spirit within th 
text of famous, and not so famous authors. 


Make sure to look for all of her 
Blackout Poetry and Redacted books 
avaialbe on Amazon. 


A great thank you to all of the hard workers 
at the Internet Arhive! Without your gracious 
support (the public domain books I use) I would 
not be able to share my love for Blackout 

Poetry to everyone. 

Thank you. 


Print and share to your heart’s desire, 
but please don't sell this book. 


If you use this for a paid 
workshop or class, 
please consider donating 
to the Internet Archive. 
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I'm going awayl 
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Apparitions and Witches, 


spoken by some 

such things that knew nothing 
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Famous Dr, 
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told me he was his brother 
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A Papist Officer 
whirled around 
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however, 

a more accurate 
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every one understands 

our bod}’ - may be affected 
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called a blind faith 


will develop 


Suppose 


you have seen clairvoyantly 


land on the shore 


will become fanatical 
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You can smoke 
till the cows come home 
without tiring 




mellow mildness 


so refreshin 
much enjoyment 
cigarette 


VBSfess 


l* • 


• • 




• .*• **. * 


Mr . *•.. 

• •» * 

• , # • 

. * £ 

♦ .* • . w 


pleasant cigaretty aftertaste 
pleasant cigaretty odor! 


V 


For your own 
proof, 

with aJK cigarette 4 


at any price. 


I* 


* / 


•• «• 


L* > 


> * 




3 


* *t 4 


_ •• • • 




• • •• ♦ • 












DELUSIONS CONNECTED WITH THE BELIEF IN 

WITCHCRAFT. 
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to the head 

cumstances cannot 

in an direction, 
absorption of* cantharides 
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of* volition. 
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to prevail on maniacs 



In the following spring I continued 


.and at the time many interesting or electric 1 
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■□nnnnnnnnnnnnnM 




































mU.S TRA VEL 


Anri’s. St ( 


pteejiles^.St^ 
artin’s. tfcJ 


many another, 

n left the 
[• V* ZZ ;'v. V4; 




marveiB3R(# e ^^PjK 

on the day when Bam^j^ a^^P 
r^lthe stir and bustle everywhere 


was 




drawn by white horses, 


was little use 


because 


was out 


with high good spirits 


JiyjMR a, Jg§||/ 

L •' ’.Tv 

MT 


JR M m 

, ’tis ever a merry lot | 


■ i » 



* j1R] 


[is no place to raise 

geesed 

• , i . * 

ii nf Ii p° ■ p i ( jp 

i 

J 

ePyP-'v? *■ 






















wvvw.iumalor\ey.corn 






Tho B urns Detective Agency 

abandoned in despair 

a girl 

such a girl, 

no other girl 

had that kind of hair; 


being 



a girl who 


abandoned 


by 


the bungling 
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Monday morning 

a statement 


pull it out of the 
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remained silent 
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She looked down at his thick, wavy, black hair. ‘What a wreck of a bad man," 
she thought, almost regretfully. Yet he was young enough as far as years 
went. Not yet thirty. About ten years her senior. It was ridiculous at barely 
twenty to have lived through all her experiences. It seemed such an age since 
her mother had brought her to Paris , a shy little girl of twelve. Two years 
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"You might have kissed me," he sobbed. "If you had kissed me I would have 
understood. We are strangers to each other." She kept her temper admirably. 
"What babies men are!" she said gaily. She held up her face. "I am waiting." 

He bowed stiffly. "Not now. I am not yet a beggar." He flung himself down on 
a sofa by the window. A shaft of sunshine touched his face. Involuntarily 
Therzia noticed how pimpled and blotchy his skin looked. He was not 
properly shaved either. His eyes had a furtive, frightened look and his big, 
loose lips were suspiciously red. She passed her fingers over her own mouth. 
Did he use some pigment? Or was it only fever? No wonder the poor man did 
not sleep well at nights. And his bed-room was so luxurious! She turned 
round, pushed her chair forward, and looked 


"I had nothing to bring, but a hungry man's excellent appetite." (He had 
eaten nothing all day.) From the adjoining saloon, through the murmur of 
general conversation, came the sound of a woman's light laughter. It rang 
like a bell, clear and joyous, evidently dominating the situation. 
M.Bourrienne's guests were amusing themselves, Bonaparte felt himself an 
interloper. What had he to do with a pack of pleasure-seekers? He 
drew his brows together — moody, silent, miserable. Peter beckoned to the 
footman. “You are wanted In the dining-room," he said. "Here, take these 
parcels. Dish them and place them on the table. Scraps!" he muttered beneath 



Ah, that w)as a gallant pageant, w)ith red of the reddest and 
bine of the bluest, w)ith glint of steel and flash of eye J and 
ewery man w)ho saw) it, forgot he had a birthday that same 
year. l:3ut it w)as not the only one in 1658. November 9th, at 
8 of the clock in the morning, the same gentlemen, 
scrupulously attired in "honour of the City and Company," 
attended punctually at the Artillery Garden, completely 
armed and habited, but w)ith feathers of black 
instead of red, and w)ith forebodings no less 
sombre, the leading staff draped w)ith cypress, the 
colors bound w)ith dark ribbons, and ten drums 
and as many fifes cowered w)ith black baize; for 
His Highness, the Lord Protector, had passed 
aw)ay, and a great city, full of anxiety, w)as to 
celebrate his obsequies. Well might the people 
talk low) and look askance: the man of pow)er 
had gone, and none could fill his place. What 
w)ould befall now)? Were the ciwil w)ars to break 
out again, and the next spring flow)ers in the 
greensw)ard to be dyed w)ith crimson? Not a 
man could say; but beyond a doubt all felt 
amidst the gloom that courage, strength, and 
skill dw)elt among them, and that w)hatewer 
should happen the city w)ould not lack 
defenders, for the Society 
practising Arms in the Artillery 
Garden had now) come to 
be spoken of as The 
Military G\ori^ of 
water, and the Nation.” 
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was 


the 
first 

Monday of 
June in the 
year of Our 
Lord, 16381 and 
a certain town 
in the 

Massachusetts 
Jell very proud 
of being almost 
eight years 
old. Settlers 
had been 
coming fast, 
ever since Governor 
W)inthrop found 
Charlestown lacking in good 
moved across the river to the 
of Trimountaine. Sturdy and serious 
and women fit and willing to be their 
the settlement grew apace. Five years 
and pious John Cotton had given up his 
Jar seen tower oj St. Botolph's in old Lincolnshire, 
Griffin, a monster oj 300 tons burthen, had landed 
him after a voyage of eight W)eeks at a town presently to be named Boston like 

the- one he had quit. 


sweet spring 
men they were, 
helpmeets; and 
agone, the learned 
preaching under the 
and the good ship 



